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Before the war he was a prosperous banker, with vari-
>us connections, mainly sexual, with the stage. He had
isen to the eminence of red tabs by his wits and by his
uccess in bluffing Generals in the Regular Army that
te " knew what Tommy wanted." " You've got to
tudy Tommy Atkins' psychology," he would say*
' What he wants on leave is dirty songs first and clean
/omen afterwards. None of this highbrow nonsense.
There's only one Arab thing he cares about. As for the
fficers, the sooner they can forget about the Arabs, the
>etter they're pleased. They don't care two hoots
I they're in Egypt or Iraq so long as they've got a
.ecent Mess. You chaps who have the impertinence
D say we ought to try and get on with the Arabs,
sem to forget that we're White Men and they're
ist wogs. They ought to make the effort to get on
dthus."

Once, my enemy was in the guise of a civil servant,
snt, all cool, from Whitehall. Always he sat discreetly
ehind a large desk on a high chair.

" I don't know what the Treasury will say/' he said.

Of course the Minister of State should have been con-
alted before you saw Churchill. That was irregular,
[ost irregular."

His well-manicured hands were clasped primly
>gether, his thin lips were closed in a narrow line,
fter forty years' service in Whitehall he knew the
lannels and courses of bureaucracy better than the
arts of his own body.

'' We must discover the correct procedure. We must
rt be hasty. We might sub-committee it here first,
tfore we send it to the Treasury. We should, perhaps,
insider that course of action. I will bring up the
tatter for discussion at the next meeting of the main